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HE ORAGCE's Ode to.CANIDIA. 
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Lib. Ep. Od. XVIL 


Be thou plead! my Voice PII raiſe, 
Tune my Lyre to found thy Praiſe; 
Az. 
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(4) 
I will form thee all Divine ; - 4 
And no Muſe ſhall Lie like mine. x 
By thy Sacred Self Pll fwear, 
| Thou art faireſt of the Fair; 
That thy Morn- or Evening Face, es ON 
Thy Complexion, when tis Pale, 
Shews the Lilies of the Vale; 
When thy Cheeks are over-ſpread 
With a bright Vermilion-red, 
Greater Beauties they diſcloſe, 
Charm us as the op'ning Roſe. 
[Then thy Treſſes TII diſplay, 
Swear, they are unmixt with grey : 
That thy hollow Eyes are Jet, 
Brilliant Di monds, tho! ill ſet: 
Or, low ſimilies to ſhun, 
Either Orb ſhall be a Sun. Ds | 
With thy Rays, like Capid's Darts, 
Thou ſhalt pierce the ſtouteſt Hearts; 
Change us, when thy Work is done, 
(Like Medaſs) into Stone. 
Next TUI ſmooth thy wrinkled Skin, 
Paint, without a Beard, thy Chin; 


b 2 
Swear, thy Breath (which never fails) 
Is as ſweet as ſpicy Gales: 

That thy Teeth are all thy own, 
(Tis a Set that's newly grown) 

But I think I ſhall not Lie, 

If I fwear, they're Ivory. 

Then a well turn; d Neck Fll ſhew 
Whiter than the falling Snow : 
And each Breaſt ſhall be as ſmall, 
Round, and hard, as Billiard-ball. 
Then TI mould thy lovely Waiſt, 
Shape it to a Critick's Taſte. 

If he fancies tis too wide 

To be compaſ d with an Hide; 
Meafuring, erſt as Donne Dide: | 
Let him only lie as I do; 

| For ll with a Span furround it, 

Swear, that Vu Girdle bound it. 

Wou'd the modeſt Fair excuſe 
Some few Freedoms in the Muſe, 
Pd unveil a nobler Part, 
Touch it with Daz Ovid's Art: 
Not compare it, like a Sloven, 
To > Fame, or an Ovens. 


(6) 


To a Goblet, or a Bowl, 
Large as thy capacions Soal : 
But a Figure Fd deviſe 
Which ſhou'd dignify my Lies, 
By neat Metaphors expreſs d, 
In a Virgin's Likeneſs dreſs d; 
Such as Anch'rets wou d inſpire, 
Reconcile the angry Frier; 

Teach an i King to love, 

And even make a Bull of Pere. 
But ah! then a Damp Pd caſt, 
For Ta fwear, that thou art chaſte ; 

True to every Huſband's Bed, 
To their Mem'ry, when they're dead 
With a Prelate, or a Player; 
With the Bully Chevalier, 
Or with Centry Grenadier ; 
Or with Captain P— or ——; 
Echo'd by that Brazen Fame. 
Then PI falfify Report, 
Standing Jeſt of Viceroy's Court; 
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MYRA%s ANS WER. 
An O0 D E., 


In IMITATION of 


HORACE, 


Lib. Ep. Ode XVIII. 


Druid abſeratis auribus fundis preces ? 
Neon Saxa nudis ſurdiora uavitis 


a Taught an humbler Verſe to bring, 
And a Palinody fing ? 

Wretched Mortal ! "tis too late 
To zvent impending Fate. 


(10) 
Move me nor thy Sighs or Tears ; 
Nor thy Lyre can charm my Ears. 
Rocks and Winds not deafer are 


To the ſhipwreck'd Sailor's Prayer. 


Wou'd the Fown reſound my Praiſe; 


Cou' d' ſt Thou Marble Statues raiſe ; 
Cob dt Thou multiply thy Lies, 
And exalt me to the Skies; 
All thy OfPrings Fd diſdain 
Au thou for ddt invoke in vain. 
For —— Oh! let me ceaſe to live, 
When I pity or forgive. 
Did'ſ not thou to Papiſt Foes 
All my facred Rites diſcloſe ? 

Of my Sieſto's and my Nights ? 
Did'ſt not Thou malicious tell, 
Howl form'd the Magic Spell ; 
What I lengthen'd to 4 Span; 
How I perforated Man; 

How I calm'd the Rage of Jos, 
How I tempted Lady R 
How I doft the Northern Plad ; 
How I made Lord Dicky mad; 
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( 11 ) 
How I feign'd myſelf undone, 
| 
When I fair d to ſtarve my Son? 


Shall I not revenge ſuch Wrongs, 
Infults of thy dogg rel Sg 
I, who Legions can command ; : 
I, the Circe of this Land; | 
| Whom the midnight Sprites attend ; 
| | Who can make the Moon deſcend; 
' Who by Philters can remove 
All Impediments in Love; 
Or with equal Skill create, 
| By my Poiſons, deadly Hate? 
Shall I not revenge my Wrongs, 
| Infults of thy dæg rel Songs ? 
Lo! the baleful Juice I ſhed 
| Thrice on thy devoted Head : 
| Thrice by folemn Incantation, 
| Lo! I curſe thy Generation: 
To enforce the mighty Charm. 
| 'Tremble to behold the Might 
| Of my own redoubted Knight, 
| | Ever fre to hit his Mark, 
; | Bold @ Brayos in the dark, 


| 


The Her MarHroODITE. } 
A POEM in Far CANT O'S 
By Mr. Don Al v. Kc 
With the 
LIFE of MYR A the SORCERES 
By Mr. BuTLER. | 
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